
The Tragedie 

But you miifl trouble him with lew d complaints, 

Qa, Brother of Glocefter,you miftake the matter: 

The King ofhis owne ro) all difpofition. 

And not prouokt by any luter elfe, 

Ayming belike at your interiour hatred, 

Which in your outward a&ions fhewes it felfc, 

Againft my kinred,brother,and my fclfe: 

Makes him to fcnd,that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill will,and to remoue it. 

Glo, I cannot tell, the world is grownc fo bad. 

That Wrens make prey where Eagles dare not pearch, 
Since cucric Iacke became a Gentleman : 

There’s many a gentle perfon made a Iacke. 

Come, come, we know your nieaning,brother G1&. 
You enuie mine aduancement and my friends, 

God grauut weneucr may hauc neede of you, 

Glo, Meane time, God grants that we haue needs of you, 
Ourbrotheris imprifoned by yourmcancs. 

My felfc difgrac’djand the Nobfitie 

Held in contempt,whi!ft many faire promotions. 

Arc daily giuen to enoble thofe, 

That fcarcc fome two daies fince were worth a noble . 

Qu. By him that raildc me to this carefull height. 

From that contented hap which I enioyd, 

I neuer did incenfe his Maieftie, 

Againft the Duke of Clarencc:but hauebeene, 

An earn; ft aduocate to plcade for him. 

My Lord, you do me fhdmefull imurie, 

Falfly to draw me in thefe vile fufpe&s. 

Glo , You may denie that you were not the caufe, 

Of my Lord Haftings late imprifonment, 

Riu. She may my Lord, 

Glo. She may,Lo. Riucrs,why who knowes not fof 
She may do more fjr then denying that : 

She may helpe you to many faire preferments, 

And then denie her ayding hand therein, 

Ar d lay thofe honours on your high deferts, 

What may fhe not,fhe may, yea marrie may fhe. 

Riff, 
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of Richard the third. 

Riu. What marrie may flic? 

Glo What marrie may fherinarry with a King, 

A batcheler.a handfome fti ipling too. 

Iwis your Grandaro h ad a worfer match. 

Qu. My Lo.of Glocefter.1 haue too lon| borne 

Your blunt vpbraidings, and your bitter fcoffes. 

By heauen 1 will acquaint his Maieftie, 

With thofe grofie taunts I often haue endured. 

1 had ratherhe a countrey feruant maid, 

Then a °teat Queene with this condition, 

To be thus tauntcd/corned, and baited at: tutor Qu. 

Small ioy haue I in being England* Queene. 

Qu.tJWitr. AndleCnedbc thatfinall, God Ibcfecch thee 
Thylionour,ftate,and fcatc is due to me . 

Glo . What i threat you me with telling, or the Iking# 
Tell him and fpare not,looke what I haue faid, 

I will auouch in prefence of the King : 

Tis time to fpeake,my pines are quite forgot. 

Qu. Mur. Oat diuell, I remember them too well , 

Thou fleweft my husband Hcnriein the T ower. 

And Edward my poore fonne at Teuxburic. 

Glo. Ere you were Queene, yea or your husband King, 

I was a packehorfc in his great affaires. 

A wceder out of his proud aduerfaries, 

A liberall rewarder ofhis friends : 

To royalize his bloudl fpilt mine owne. 

Qw.^btr.Yea, and much Better bloud,then his or thine. 
Glo, In all which rime,youaudyour husband Gray, 
Were faftiousfor the houfe of Lancafter : 

And Riucrs,fo were you. Winot your husband 
In Margarets battaile at Saint Albons flaineV 
Let me put in your minds, if yours forget 
What youhaue becne ere now, and what you are: 
Withall.whatl haue beene, and what I am. 

Q*. Ada, A murtherous ui!laine,and fo ftill thou art, 

Glo. Poore Clarence did forfake his father Warwick®, 

Y ea and forfwore himfelfe (which Iefu pardon.) 

Qu.UHar, Which God reuenge. 
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